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Dr. Priestley fancied that he knew how that mood could
be induced—could take an intelligent interest in a purely
abstract problem. Yes, Oldland was the man. And the
first thing Dr. Priestley did when he reached home was
to send him a pressing invitation to dinner that night.
Dr. Priestley took particular pains over the ordering
of the meal. He knew Oldland's tastes fairly accur-
ately. And the whisky decanter was ready at his
elbow when they adjourned to the study after dinner.
There Dr. Priestley handed his guest the cutting from
the Weyford Standard, and then he recounted the con-
versations he had had at Weyford and Barnsley.
Oldland listened in silence, glass in hand. " Well,
honestly, Priestley/' he said, his host having come to
th& end of his recital. '* I don't see anything to get vastly
excited about. These two documents you speak of stick
in your gizzard, I can see that. You think there's some-
thing fishy about them. Well, perhaps there is. You've
seen them, and I haven't. But what then?"
" The police found nothing whatever in Alcott's pos-
session but a few coins and these two documents," Dr.
Priestley replied. " Does it not strike you as curious
that the only papers found should be open to sus-
picion?"
1' Well, yes, perhaps it does. I'm wondering if Alcott
faked that letter from his father, what use he could
have made of it. Do you think he meant to show it to
Faversham tor any reason?"
Dr. Priestley shook his head. " I hardly think so.
Nor do I find it easy to explain how Alcott obtained
possession of an envelope sent through the post to
Faversham. I think it is quite possible that both en-
velope and letter were deliberately placed in Alcort'?
pocket, unknown to him."
" But, man alive, what on earth for?" Oldland ex-
claimed. " You mean, I suppose, that they were put

